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Prologue
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A scream vibrated though the old house as Jessie tumbled down the grand staircase. Her tiny body blazed with pain as she finally came to a stop and lay at the bottom of the staircase, her leg twisted at an angle like a Raggedy Ann doll’s.

“Auntie Jules!” she screamed, tears blurring her eyes. “Aunt Juliet, I need you!”

Through her tears she saw a man standing at the top of the staircase. At first she was frightened. The only ones in the house had been her and Auntie Jules, but pain overwhelmed her fear.

As he ran down the stairs toward her, the look of worry on his face gave her a feeling of trust. Kneeling beside her, he smoothed her reddish blond hair away from her face. “Shh, little one, it’ll be all right.”

Jessie didn’t know why she trusted this man, but she knew he was telling the truth. Then as she realized the pain in her leg was fading, he smiled at her, his cobalt blue eyes sparkling as he cuddled and soothed her. She smiled back as he gently ran his hand along her leg, making the pain go away.

“Jessie!” The worry in her aunt’s voice caused Jessie to look up at her. Auntie Jules stood watching them, a look between shock and relief on her face. “Garin?” 

The nice man wiped the tears from Jessie’s cheek before he stood, grinning.“She’s fine.”

Auntie Jules walked over to Jessie and knelt next to her. “What happened, sweetie?”

After she explained what had happened, she looked up and the man was gone.

Auntie Jules glanced in the same direction, and then caught Jessie’s chin between soft weathered fingers, making her look at her. “Jessie, this has to be our little secret. You can’t tell anyone about that man. Understand, sweetie?”

Jessie nodded. Even at six she knew this was something she had to take seriously.
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Jessie jerked awake. She sat alone next to Aunt Juliet’s hospital bed holding the older woman’s hand. Juliet’s hazel eyes flickered open, and turned to Jessie.

“It’s time,” her great-great-aunt whispered. Swallowing, Jessie nodded in understanding as Juliet removed the amulet she wore around her neck, and pressed it into Jessie’s hands. “It’s your turn, sweetheart. I’ve taught you everything you need to know.” Auntie Jules fell into a coughing fit. When it subsided she continued, “You’re the daughter I never had, Jess. I love you.”

“I love you too, Auntie Jules.” Blinking back tears, Jessie held her aunt’s hand and watched her eyes close, never to open again.

Around her, monitors went crazy and medical staff swarmed into the room.

Jessie quietly left the room knowing there was nothing they could do now. Her boyfriend, Todd, met her in the waiting room and silently wrapped his arms around her. That’s when the tears came. Clutching the amulet to her, she sobbed against Todd’s chest. She heard the doctor telling them her aunt was gone and there was nothing else they could do, but she had already known that.

“Auntie Jules is gone...” she finally said once the sniffling subsided. Todd nodded, stroking her hair and rubbing her back at the same time. “I want to go home.”

“Sure, honey, we’ll go back to our place and...”

Jessie pulled away from him, shaking her head. “No, I mean the mansion.”

“Jess, I don’t think that’s such a good idea, maybe you should wait at least until tomorrow.”

She ran a hand through her hair then walked over to where he’d been sitting and picked up her purse. “I have something I need to do.” She glanced at Todd then down at her amulet in her hand. “I promised.”

“Fine, if it’s that important, but at least let me drive you over there.” When she started to protest he added, “You’re in no shape to be driving.”

Jessie bit her bottom lip. She didn’t need Todd hanging around while she took care of things, but she also knew he wouldn’t let up. Finally, she nodded. “Okay, but you’re just going to drop me off. I have to do this on my own, that’s how Auntie Jules wanted it.”

Todd conceded, and taking her hand, he led her down to the parking lot.
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Todd looked at her as he parked their Volkswagen Bug in front of the huge mansion. “You’re sure you don’t want me to stay too?”

“Yes.” She nodded and leaned over to give him a kiss goodbye. “See you in the morning.”

“I’ll call you later, to see how you are.”

“Okay.” Jessie sighed, and shook her head. No point arguing with him.

Getting out of the car, she stood and watched as Todd drove away. Turning, she walked into the house. She’d spent every summer here since she was four, but now the old house looked dark and lonely. Jessie drew a deep breath and walked from the entry way to the stairs, bypassing the dining room and living room. At the base of the stairs she ran her hand over the banister, the smooth oak bringing back so many memories. Like the time she’d fallen down these very stairs. With a sad smile she moved up the stairs and down the hall to her Aunt’s bedroom.
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As Jessie stood in front of her aunt’s bedroom door, she suddenly realized this was now her room. Stepping into the room, she drew a deep breath. The smell of her aunt’s perfume still permeated the air, a mixture of lavender and lilac that had always seemed to be a comfort. She walked over to the dresser and ran her fingers over the top, looking at the jewelry boxes and pictures. Her eyes filled with tears and she quickly blinked them away. Now that the amulet had been passed down, there were preparations to be made and a ceremony to deal with. Auntie Jules would want her to take care of business first and grieve later.

It would take a while to get everything ready. Her eyes landed on the door to the room that held the mirror. She had been in the room only once before for her initiation ceremony. It wasn’t hard to take a trip down memory lane to the first time she’d stepped out of her aunt’s walk-in closet wearing nothing but a white cotton robe and the amulet.

Unadorned, her hair had hung down to her waist in soft curls. She wasn’t allowed any jewelry, save the amulet, or make up. Her overall appearance was to be as virginal as possible. As much as people worry about their children having sex, it hadn’t been hard for Jessie to stay a virgin until she was twenty.

“You look perfect.” Auntie Jules had pushed a wayward strand of hair back into place. “Are you sure you’re ready?” Jessie remembered nodding, rubbing her hands together nervously. “Okay, then I’ll leave you to it.” With a kiss to the forehead, Juliet had left Jessie.

After steadying herself, she’d looked around trying to build up the courage to walk over and open the doors. A fire burned in the fireplace, and Aunt Jules’s huge four poster bed sat in the center of the room, looking as though the house had been built around it. White candles burned in holders around the room. Rolling her bottom lip between her teeth, she’d drawn a deep breath, gathered her courage and gingerly pushed open the double doors to the mirror room.

The room had been painted a deep forest green with matching curtain covering the windows. Going through the painstakingly rehearsed motions, she walked over and pulled open the curtains, letting in the moonlight. That night, it had glistened eerily on the only piece of furniture in the room, a huge full length mirror, the frame made from a dark reddish wood. The name of the wood had been forgotten through the generations.

Walking over, Jessie had placed herself directly in front of the mirror. He reflection stared back, looking scared and extremely vulnerable. After drawing a few cleansing breaths, she’d run her fingers over the engravings on the wood. Her reflection shimmered and was replaced by a man. He didn’t look over twenty himself, and other than his bright blue eyes and dark hair, he looked a lot like Ryan Ayden, a guy at college she had a crush on. But this was Garin, not Ryan. He smiled, and she felt herself become moist. Quickly, before she lost the tenuous hold she had on her courage, she’d laid her hands on the mirror itself like her aunt had shown her.

The amulet grew warm against her chest, and the sensation grew until it encompassed her whole body. The mirror began to glow blue as Garin’s fingers curled around hers. Still holding her hand, he’d stepped free of the mirror. Once he stood completely in the room, he’d let go of her hand and smoothed her hair away from her face.

“You’ve grown, little one.”

She’d smiled up at him, then gasped as his hand found its way beneath the robe and caressed her breast.

“Do you
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